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CHECK THESE FEATURES 

only 2x3 



i* 



tfX 



1. Pocket size 
inches. 

2. Durable Plastic Case. 

3. Beautiful streamlined 
design. 

4. Simulated black leather- 
ette finish. 

5. Ivory plastic winding 
knob. 

6. Ground and polished 
high quality lens. 

ONLY HiS 



7. Fixed focus, easy to 
operate. 

8. Eye-level view finder. 

9. Easy daylight loading. 

10. Uses standard 828 
Kodak film. 

1 1 . Simplified shutter — juit 
aim and click! 

12. Takes 8 pictures sire 
' Va / ' ll inches. 



SEND NO MONEY 



Beautiful clear enlargements can be made 
from pictures taken with the SCENEX Candid 

Camera. ^s® % 

% 

% 
% 





A REAL CAMERA USING 
STANDARD 828 FILM 

JOLOLA SALES, Box 496, Buffalo. N. Y. 



^^P^ 



Send No Money 

JOLOLA SALES, 

Box 496, Buffolo, N. Y. 

O O.K. Send me The Candid Camera. 

I will pay postman $1.29 plus 

postage on delivery. 

► NAME 



► ADDRESS _. 



CITY 



State,. 



G If you enclose $1.30 with this coupon 
we prepay all delivery charges. 
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HEAR? EMBALM MB , 
ONCE OR I WILL KILL/ 
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T THAT MOMENT IN ANOTHER 
PART OF THE ZOMBIE COLONY... 



rapj ii l m i! : iii in j i n , iiii .- i . i . in ■ Minn M i l l n il 

UhAT NIGHT THE DREAD BEAT 
OF ZOMBIE DRUMS -BSSiNSv**. Y THERE 



THE TIME GROWS NEAR, "^ HO — THAT IN M HOLA — THE J IT 15 TIME 
- MASTER ! SOON YOU MUST ) ONE 1 I Wiy. ' "'^ DANCE OF I FOR THE 
." IFlGHT TOUSSAND FOR «^tf KILL HW QUICKLY ! Fl DEATH! «- CHOOSING 



IS BLOOD 
ON THE 
"MOON 

tontght: 



THE KINGSHIP.' 



SHARPEN THE 
KNIFE WELL . 



*x.««Up» 



m 



c 



ZOMBIE HIGH PRIEST 
PROCLAIMS THE RULES... J 



HOLA— LISTEN, 
ZOMBIES! TONIGHT 
A KING IS CHOSEN! 
THE WINNER RULES 

FOR A YEAR— BUT 
, THE LOSER'S HEART IS CUT 
JWjffiloUT ANC> BURNED! 



SO LET 

THE FIGHT 

BEGIN! 



I AM 

READY.' 



Yoy. 



^ 






*9M 



THE FOOL.' 8UT 
EVEN A ZOMBIE J 2 MUST L£T H/M 
CANNOT LIVE A CUT MS F/ZST— 

WITHOUT A HEART, ) SO TH£V UV/LL 
TOUSSANO ! YOU J S££ MY— HAH' 
WILL SEE 1 WIT WH/T£ 0LOOP/ 



i ; iyi 



/-/ * 



HOLA- 
THEY 
FIGHT 
WELL' 



THE 
FAT 
ONE 
WILL 
IN" 



VH 






/ 



' u 



t: 



A 



M 



w 



THE 



I KiLL NOW 1 , 
FIRST YOUR 
' THROAT— 
OFAGREtfT ( THEN 

CAT.-*. ^YOUR, 
HEART! 



STfUHGI .JHBTSnaUB 



WSWfLL 
SEE, FOOJ-! 



HAH— NOW. 
I HAVE YOU. 



aje* 



GOOD—NOW TH£ 

'BM&ALMING FLUI0 

WILL SPUfiT ANP. 

THPf WILL THINK, 

TWffiTC 

BLOOD! 









v# 



**< 



r^'M, 



iS WHH*E FLUID/" YOU SEE ! 
GUSHES, A HUSH ] MY BLOOD fHOLA-lTIS 
FALLS OVER : THE ) IS WHITE! A TRUE! HE 



rROWO OF 
ZCJMfcl£S~- 



YOU ALL 
KNOW WHAT 
THAT MEANS! 



IS A GOD! 



SO IT IS ]i|/f\^ 

WRITTEN JU/JJ&tiK 

IN THE ^//ffvT 
SOOK ! J^J 



Li~ 



X A/W A GOO NOW! 
I WILL RULE YOU 
FOREVER J WHO CAN 
SAY THAT IT IS NOT 
WRITTEN SO IN THIS 
ANCIENT BOOK* I 
AM BOTH KING 



If A 



i\ 



HERE, ^b YES, SUTHA! I 
TOUSSAND! \ WILL READ THE 
HERE IS THE j COMMAND OF 
BOOK OF THE I THE ANCIENT Y^LJ £&% 
ZOMBIES.' ^^-^ GODSir^CT^ 



r A MOMENT, 
TOUSSARD: 
THERE IS 
MORE. 1 







rf' 



^ 



J; 

V> fti 



S\ 



as. 






'THE BOOK IS TORN! YOU 
COULD NOT READ ALL OF IT. 
BUT I KNOW— AND THERE 
IS A PART THAT SAYS SUCH 

a god must be 
sacrificed! __> no! you 
Tie, old fool! 
that part was 

NOT IN THE BOOKj 
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„fo£ HGAAT OP TOUSSAHP -RESTS /HAH 
URN /H THS COTTAGS Of MS WfF£ .' &V&* 
MOHQ ZOMBteS, /T S£GMS, TOO MUCH 
MB/T/OH /& A 0ANGZROUS THING AHPf.A 
D/CTATOKS PO HOT LAST LOH6... //^ 
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tg/N A GRIM 
NK3HT AT 
SWE PR/SON. 
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I KNOW I'M DREAMING 
THIS UP, BUT A HUNCH 

is a hunch! I'll just, 
take this glass 
_ along! 






V 



OHH— THE FBI IS 
USUALLV RIGHT]. BUT 
HOW — I SAW THE 
MAN EXECUTED 
MYSELP ! 



^y^>t> 



*c Cc 






OP 



tP *<«T s 



. rf *ose 



<°£'*« £°' 



RADIOGRAM/ 
MR. THORNE. 






THANK YOU ! 
I'VE BEEN 
EXPECTING 
IT! 



W 



(Tfi 



bCsM 



%.X-z 



John flies home 
immediately. . • . 



IT'S STILL CRAZY, AND ONLY 
A HUNCH, BUT 1 SMELL A 
GOOD STORY! WAIT TILL I 



V 



TELL OON/ 



fA 






& 7 SO THAT'S IT, lf^ I THOUGHT YOU 
jtP 6H\BP\ EITHER tf BETTER HEAR IT 

. 9 (,. FINGERPRINTS A BEFORE HE WROTE 

* JT .$ LIE, I'M £RA2Y, *\THE STORY 
OR JIM DANIELS \ CHIEF. 

*S ST/LL AUVEf 



YOU £AN'T PRINT ANYTHING 
YET! YOUR STORY DOESN'T SUR-J 
PRISE ME,JOHN! DANIELS ISN'T. 
THE FIRST MAN THAT HAS 
M GLAD A BEEN REPORTED ALIVE - 

you didI^ AFTER MB HAD SEEN 



1111 

1 



mm 



i 



EXECUTED. 



yScv/> 



V 
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4 N07S HIDDEN IN 
THE MEAD / MAYBE 
THIS IS THE SXEAK 
AT LAST.' 






gNS' 



IT S*VS * DON'T NAVE TO 
OlEf SOMEONE /S C-COM/NQ 
TO SEE At€ TON/GNT/ TNEY 
IN/LL EXPIA/N/ 



o. 



ss 



JHAT WIGHT WHILE THE 
•GREAT PRISON SLEEPS- 

OH H — WHO 
ARE YOU? 



^ALLME MR. DEATH. 

PONT BE AFRAID.' 
I AM HERE TO 
SAVE YOUR LIFE — 
if you <£AN PAV.' 



MY PEE IS TWENTY 
THOUSAND DOLLARS 
AND NO QUESTIONS 
ASKED, you MUST 
LEAVE EVERyTH/NG 
TO ME) 



ALL RIGHT. 1 
I CAH GET THE 
MONEy. I DON'T 
WANT TO DIE J 



'#\/ 



**£ 



fine! you WILL 

NOT SEE ME AGAIN 

UNTIL THE NIGHT OF YOUR 



BUT HOW WILL 
YOU SAVE AIE* 
can't you 
TELL ME f 



EXECUTION I 






MIGHT AS WELL 
£OME ALONG 

" I-I'M 
READy. 



NOW. 



*!%#?« Hl5 






NOTHING HAS 
GONE WKONG. j 



?J 



r; 



c^^cr^ 



STRANGE MYSTERIES 




* L&S THE LIGHTS DIM AND . 
"THE THUWOgRSOt-T STRIKES. 




Wf/EW — SURE MOPE JOftMKM&M 
Wf/AT ME WAS 0O/MG /ME 
SMUGGLED ME A MOTE SAV/M& 
AZOV TO /MTEA.MEAE UMOE* ANY ^ 
CON0/77OMS/ G-GLAD POM^AM'T 
SEE TM/S, TOO/ 



THIS HOAX HAS GONE 
FAR, ENOUGH. 1 I'M 
'STOPPING IT BEFORE 
SOMETHING HAPPENS 
TO JOHN.' I DON'T 
£"ARE WHAT THE 
^HIEF THINKS/ 



■*L 



fee,, 






DON! PON HUDSON! 

VOU > \A£ ALIVE ! I 

THOUGHT YOU 

HAD BEEN 

MURDERED' 




'THERE HAS BEEN A 
HORRIBLE MISTAKE! 
JOHN THORNE WAS 
JUST executed! 
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F^Fhorne is taken to another room.. 




BUT PERHAPS 
THE KNIFE WILL ; 
ee PASTER! 



TRAMG! MY STERIES 

yuooENLy... 



DROP IT J 



HUH.' 



don: 



m 
wyou 

STILL M 
DIE] 
NOW... 



M 



I £AN'T 
SHOOT.' 
/MIGHT HIT ... 



Wfc. 



r THAT'S FOR YOU, 
BROTHER i NOW 
WE'LL SEE WHAT 
YOU REALLY LOOK 
LIKE I 



GAAAAA... 



.— 4> 



YOU — THE 
HEAD GUARD.' 



_ JUCH /SO IT WAS THE HEAD GUARD ALU 
LATER,.. (THE TIME j HE FOUND CORPSES, 
^MADB THEM UP TO LOCK LIKE 
HE'S NUTTX DON) ^WTHB DOOMED MEN, THEN SWITCHED^ 
FOOLS, ALL F BUT IT'S A GOOD ^ THEM J UGGG— I DON'T EVEN 

of you! J thing we followed 1 want to think... 

LUCKY •«« WHEN HE LEFT THE V^. ^AND YOU £AN 

FOOLS! ) V PRISON IN A HURRX. JH ffl W SAY THAT AGAIN*. 



/ 






V: 






NO MORE FOR ME. V 



THE GHOST CAME BACK 



By MICHACL ARTHUR 



HE WAS not sure just how he had 
come to the city. He only knew that 
he had been walking for a long time, 
. • that his brain felt squeezed dry, and that 
his clothes were dirty, torn and ragged. 
People on the street stopped to stare at 
him, but he went plunging on heedlessly. 
He had to get home to Velma, his wife. She 
would be worried. By now she must have 
called the police, he reasoned. By the way 
he felt, and the state of his clothes, he 
might have been gone for days. Even weeks. 

He reached the little park near his home 
and sat for a moment on a bench, resting, 
feeling the strange weariness in his bones 
again. A little girl came skipping past, 
looked at him> and ran away. I must look 
horrible, he thought grimly, if even chil- 
dren are afraid of me. He took out his 
wallet and looked into it again, fingering 
the cards he always carried. 

The insurance identification card said: 
Martin Drakeson — 304 Deer Creek Lane. 
Yes, that was right. He was Martin Drake- 
son. He knew that now, after a long period 
* of mental darkness, of living in a fog, al- 
ways wondering. Not that he could remem- 
ber where he had been. But there had been 
some kind of accident, he was sure of that, 
and 'he had been injured. Probably he had 
developed amnesia. It happened all the time. 
But he was all right now. And close to home 
at last. Better be getting on, so he could 
surprise Velma. He hoped, she hadn't wor- 
ried too much, because he loved VeJma. 
Their marriage had always been a good one. 

He approached his house, a neat briclt 
bungalow 'on a street of neat brick bunga- 
lows. He fumbled in the pockets of his torn 
and dirty trousers, found his keys, and 
entered. The house brooded quietly. It was 
neat and clean, with an odor of furniture 
polish pervading it. Velma was a fine 
housekeeper. 

Martin Drakeson looked around him for 
a moment before he called out, "Velma?" 
Where are you?" 

There was no answer. He went upstairs, 
into the bedroom, thinking to change his 
ragged clothes. Velma was -out, of courses- 
She could not have known he was coming. 
At that very moment, probably, she was at 
police headquarters, or the Bureau of Miss- 
ing Persons, trying to find out what had 
happened to him.' The man smiled quietly. 
She would be pleasantly surprised, all right. 

The strange tiredness crept over him 



again. He sank into a chair in the cornei 
of the bedroom, thinking that he must rest 
a minute before he cleaned up, And he 
would have to see a doctor soon. His am- 
nesia was gone, but still he* did not feel 
well. Not sick, exactly, but a little light and 
fuzzy. Sometimes *t were almost, as though 
his body lacked substance, as though a 
strong wind could blow him away. So odd ! 
He must remember to tell the doctor about 
his symptoms. 

He noticed the odor then for the first 
time. A sickly sweet odor. It was filling the 
.room. The man sniffed and' looked around. 
What was it? Then, suddenly, he knew. He 
had been in France during the last war, 
and that, smell was not something that you 
cOuld ever forget. Something dead! 

MY NERVES; he thought! This is 
our bedroom. Velma's and mine. 
How can that smell be here? I'm 
imagining it. I mifst be! Still he dragged 
himself wearily from the chair and went 
around the room, searching and sniffing. 
He found nothing, but the smell was still 
there. He went back to the chair once more, 
feeling desperately tired again. But justj as 
he was about to close his eyes he saw the 
picture on the wall. The large, blown-up 
photograph of a man. 

To his certain knowledge he had never 
seen the picture before. What was it doing 
in their bedroom? The picture of a hand- 
some, smiling man of about forty. Across 
the bottom of the picture were scrawled the 
words : To Velma ivith all my love, Chris . . . 

Before his tired brain could figure it 
out he heard the door open downstairs, 
That would be Velma! Martin Drakeson 
turned, waiting expectantly as she climbed 
the stairs. Her step was the same, light 
and ■ quick. His heart beal faster and he 
found himself trembling slightly. Darling 
Velma, after so long. In a moment she would 
be in his arms, arid all the long blackness, 
the void from which he had come, would 
be forgotten. Hurry, Velma. Hurry! 

Velma opened the door and s*aw him. 
The man smiled. "Hello, darling! I've come 

b.. ." ; k 

Her scream had a terrible animal agony 
in it. She shrank back, away from him,- 
clawing at, the wall behind her for support.. 
Her blue eyes, always so calm and quiet, 
were now wide in horror. Her red mouth 
opened, her throat muscles working as she 
tried to scream again. 



t Martin Drakeson took a step toward his 
ife. He did not understand. He said : "Vel- 
na ! Don't — I didn't mean to startle you, 
iarling. I wanted to surprise you. I — I've 
»een sick. I had some sort of an accident, I 
ion't know just what. I've had amnesia,- too, 
>ut I'm all right now. I'm home, darling. 
Home!" 

She took a step away from him, thrust? 
ng at him with her hands as though to hold 
lim off. "N-no," she panted. "Stay away. 
Don't come near. Don't touch me!" 

The great Weakness came over the man 
igain. He staggered, fell once more into the 
jhair. His head felt light, as though it were 
i balloon filled with gas and might, float 
iway. He stared across the room at, his 
ivife. "Velma! Why are you acting like this? 
JVhy do you stare at me so?" 

She was still open mouthed,, her lips 
noving as she tried to speak. When her 
ivords did come they were like arrows 
piercing him. 

"You — you're dead," she said. "Dead ! 
Why— why did you come back, Martin? Why 
iidn't you stay dead?" 

Nothing made sense to him now. His 
nead was swelling, getting bigger and big- 
jer. He only knew that it was Velma who 
needed the doctor, not himself. What was 
me saying? That he was dead! 

To humor her he said: "How can I be 
lead, darling? Tell me, please." 

For a moment she only stared, the fear 
still bright in her eyes. Then he saw her 
nostrils twitch. "Oh, yes," he said. "That 
smell in here. We must get rid of it. Like 
jomething d . . . " He broke off suddenly. 
He had been going to say "like something 
iead!" Fear began to crawl in him like a 
slimy worm. Was he insane? Or was it 
^elma? v ' *if* 



SHE WAS talking again, talking and 
cringing near the door, her eyes like 
mad things. "You were killed, Martin! 
Over a year ago. The plane crashed in a 
swamp and they never got any Of the bodies 
out. Quicksand or* something. Oh, Martin, 
please go back. Go back to — to where you 
came from !" 

He managed to stand up, swaying. 
Anger flooded him". "Enough of this non- 
sense," he shouted, "tylaybe I was in a plane 
crash, but I'm not dead. You see me, don't 
you ! Maybe it was a swamp, but someone 
got out. I got out! I've been wandering, and 
I've been sick. I don't remember anything. 
But I'm not dead. Do you hear me, Velma. 
I'm not dead!" Suddenly he realized that 
he was screaming at the top of his voice. 

She was white and shaking. He knew 
that in another moment she was going to 
faint. He lowered his voice, glanced at the 



strange photograph on the wall. "Who if 
that?" he demanded.. 

Velma's voice was a tortured thing. 
"That's Chris — my new husband. He- 
he's out of town now. We were married a • 
month agd. I waited a year; for you, Martin." 

His laugh was bitter. "A whole year? 
No wonder you want to think I'm dead, 
Velma. No wonder you were so shocked to 
see me. I see it now, all right. You wanted 
to think I was dead !" 

The smell was stronger in the room now. 
He looked at his wife — r she was still his 
wife, he thought bitterly — and said: "We 
really must find that, whatever • it is. The 
stink is terrible. How do. you stand it, 
Velma?" 

She slid into a limp heap against- the 
wall, unconscious. The man looked at her, 
feeling strangely unconcerned. A fine home- 
coming it had turned out to be. New rage 
boiled in him. Of all the nerve, trying to 
make him think he was dead. He chuckled 
dryly. What was he,, then? a ghost? 

He carried Velma to the bed. Maybe 
when she woke up she would be more sen- 
sible. He felt stronger now, better. He would 
clean up, change his clothes, and when Vel- 
ma regained consciousness they would have 
a long talk. Things would be all right yet. 

He went into the bathroom and peered 
into the mirror. For a long moment he 
stared at the thing 'he saw there. Then he 
became conscious of a harsh sound ■ — his 
own breathing. He could riot tear his eyea 
away from the mirror, from contemplation 
of the green horror that looked back at him. 
His hair was matted with sand and some 
sort of greenish scum. Scum — or moss! 
His face, lank arid cadaverous, had a green* 
ish tint also. His eyes were only wasted, 
reddened orbs with sand caked around them. 
Sand! Frantically he looked down at his 
clothes, really seeing them for the first time. 
They were wet, -he realized now. And his 
pockets, his trouser cuffs, were full of sand. 

The man screamed and there was. no 
sound. He looked at the mirror, breathed 
on it, and saw no mist of breath. He pawed 
at his face and noticed that his hands were 
like broken claws. Smashed, twisted. 

Realization came to Martin Drakeson. 
He was. dead! Then, just as he knew, the. 
weakness came again. A great dark wind 
was tugging at him, blowing all about him, 
talcing him with it into the void from which 
he had come. He tried to cling to the sight* 
of his wife, to the room with its familiar 
. furniture, but the black wind was pushing 
him out and away. And the smell of death 
was overpowering. 

At the last instant he was conscious of 
a terrible taste in his mouth. The taste of 
stagnant swamp water . . . 



STRANGE MYSTERIES 
5 



r ?-'V- 




£jK* 



*.%! 



*» • 



HKE A SERPENT CREEPING THROUGH TH6| 
YEARS WAS THE IOOL.' IN THE NIGHT IT 
CRIED OUT ITS ♦AGONY, SEEKING THAT , 
.WHICH HAO BEEN LOST FOR CENTURIES! 
BLIND AND TERRIBLE IT WENT 
STOMPING OOWN THE HALLS 
OF TIME, ALWAYS SEARCHING^ 
.FOR THE TWINS OF 




M 






& 






, ANTIQUE 



REALLY, 
MYRA ! IT'S 
UGLY THING! ) HIDEOUS! 



STORE... / I ADORE IT/ J BUT IF YOU 

INSIST... 



■7 ' 

I 



SHALL X* 
SEND IT MR. 
CARSON? 
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ITPcR AN INSTANT 
THB SQUINTING, 
SIGHTLESS IDOL 
WAS FORGOTTEN,.,} •' H rfj |i 






WEU-, Z SUPPOSE 

VOU WANT TO KNOW ^. THAT IT? 

ABOUT THE SURPRISE! 



YES, {7ARLING. 
HURRY. IS «^f NOT 
MORE 
JEWELS? 



W/, 



i 




there, myra! the 
twin©! i've tried 
to get th5m for 
years! 



OH, HOW, 
LOVELY ! 
MATCHED 
RUBIES.' 



FUCH LATER... VI LOVE THEAli JUST 
"*"*THINK— OVER FIVS 



WELL, I'LL PUT 



HUNORED YEARS OLD! 



THE TWINS AWAY! I BUT NOW I'M SLEEPY. 




I'M GLAD YOU 
LIKED THEM, 
DEAR. 



DO HURRY UP! 






Sir ir\ 
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S'r<5 



>- J 



VOU £ALL THEM 
TWINS i TWO RUBIEST 

mine! My eyes.' 

GIVE TH^M TO M£i 
OR X*H*feL! 



SI 



t 



IT'S BLIND.' IT 
lAN'T SEE ME ! 
I'LL £ALL THE 
POLICE... 



, yOU ARE, RIGHT.' I 
'■AM BLIND! FOR FIVE 
HUNDRED YEARS X 
HAVE BEEN BLIND! 
BUT I' WILL FIND YOUJ 



'/. .9 



lYRA TRIPS. ,^ 

OHH — HELP! 
JOHN —SAVE 
ME! 



THERE! X HAVE 

you now! X 

KILL— KILL.' 






you pie! x am 

NOT TOO BLIND 
TO KILL! I^AN 
WAIT A LITTLE 
LONGER FOR 

thy eves • 



mm 



\ 



Vi\ 






^ 



■■■■#. 



John parson is 
jfinally awakened 



fs~i iS 



BY HIS WIFE'S DYING |r MYRA ! WHEREAS fggf/ ,-g 
"* ARE YOUJ MYRA? A Wgol-Jv/0- 



£ 



SCREAM 



^ 



^ 



I'M SORRY, SIR, BUT 
THIS IS A PUZZLER.' 
NO SIGN OF ENTRY] 
ALL THE DOORS AND| 
WINDOWS LOOKED.' 



YES, YES. 1 X 
KNOW. BUT 
SOMEON£ 

STRANGLED 
MY WIFE. 1 FIND 
THEM! I'LL PAY 
ANY REWARD.' 
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WEEKS PASS 
A NO NO SIGN OF 
MYRA'S KILLER. IS 
FOUNO. THEN ONE 
NIGHT. 



fM LONELY TOt//Gtrr/ \ 
MAYSE A LOOK AT 
T//& TfWHS WLL 
CHiSER SHE UP/ 
AIYAA LdVEO 
TtfEM SO/ 



/ 



/ 



/ 



I'LL SELL THEM 
AS SOON AS Z CAN. 
THEY BRING UN- 
PLEASANT MEMORIES 
BUT FOR TONIGHT; I'LL 
LOOK AT THEM —AND 

REMEMBER HER. 1 






BRIGHT.' LIKE HER EYES? VjJ mUOPBHLY ..{*" 

X — X WONDER . SHE WAS / ' > ■ ' ' " IL | N 



SO 

BUT 

MURDERED THE VERY NIGHT I 
BROUGHT THEM HOME. I NEVER 
THOUGHT OF THAT... 






BUT I, KRISHA, 
THOUGHT OF IT! 
GIVE ME MY 

EYES! 



huh! 

WHA. 



.;">i 



W 



»5 



y-you! 

aliveJ vou 

killed my 

WIFE! 



YES! AS I SHALL KILL VOUMh— MY 
EYES! X SEE AGAIN AT LAST.' THE 
ANCIENT GODS WILLED THAT YOU 
WOULD BRING ME AND THE 
TWINS TOGETHER 
AGAIN i 



■ ^^^^P 



I'LL FOOL YOU; 

you fiend! you 

WONT GET ME i •, 



HAH -HAH — 
YOU AREA FOOL'.] 
KfUSHA <?AN SEE 
NOWi YOU 
CANNOT HIPE.' 



£a 



< Br 



/~£'6 i. W J 
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(M CARSON 
.HAS ONE THOUGHT—i 

REVENGE..., 



THERE'S ONE 
CHANCE.' IF I 
CAN GET TO THE 
BASEMENT IN 
TIME. MY 
WORKSHOP.' 



I'LL FOOL THAT 
THING .' BUT I 
NEED A LITTUE 
TIME I 



PI 



i -, 



oa 



p 



Joe*'. 



X CAN HEAR HIM COMING ! 
HE'S CLOSE 1 . BUT I'LL 
DESTROY HIM NOW J 




now krisha mmmm maybe, but 

WILL KILL' YOU f I'LL TAKE YOU 
• CANNOT ESCAPE® WITH ME J IF 



MB AGAIN, 1 



A THING LIKE 
YOU CAM DIE.' 



w**» 



jf^FSSFsj!' 



ARSON 
HO — DO YOU THINK WF "V HURLS A 

THIS STRANGE SMELLING /I'M GLAD ) BLAZING 
WATER CAN STOP ^>* YOU'RE 7 BOOK OF 
KRISHA J NOW YOU | MADE OF "^ MATCHES 
Die SLOWLY » J WOOD J YOU'LL Y AT THE 
BURN BETTER! J IDOL.... 



r THERE, YOU ¥ ll/A i 4 ..." 

devil i how f AVAAAAAA— 

bo you like! you burn, 

THAT?w*J* KRISHA* 



/ 




STRANGE MYSTERIES 





STRANGE MYSTERIES 




STRANGE MYSTERIES 



1MB NEXT 
DAY, THE GUitSF 
trKtCKMN 

[*atmy visits 
& phugbtorb... 



I'M SORRy, MISS, BUT 
I £AN'T SELL YOU 
POISON WITHOUT A 
SPECIAL PRESCRIPTION.' 



«?... 



fsORKY, LAC?yJ 
J you GOT TO 



HAVE A LICENSE TO 
BUY A .©UN J 



X— I 
DIDN'T 

KNOW,' 



H,I-X. 

SEE.' 



7 






IAT NIGHT...' 



» 7»H BAAUNGf I WANT TO 
s/OfAf YOU SiST IT'S SO A/4A0 

mo comM/r $utc/0£ wnwour 
paw: r/n so afraid; 



DAYS CATHY SEEKS COURAGE TO KILL 
HBRSBLF, BUT ALWAYS SHE FALTERS AT TH8 
LAST MOMENT. THEN ONE PAY SHE SEES 
BTR AWGE ADVERTfSEAieNT. . 

aw 

OH— MUST BE 
SOME KIND OF 
JOKE! STILL, X 
WONDERi maybe... 



& 



^WM. 
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f?K 






^ 



/ 



'-•A 



HERS YA 
ARE, LADY.^ 

VILLA 
MORDYKE.' 



ALL 

R-RIGHT,' 

THANKS! 



fo| 



-- , - " 



A FUNNY THING? X BRING 
LOTS OF PEOPLE OUT HERE, 
BUT I NEVER TAKE ANY 
BACK! WELL, IT AIN'T MY 
BUSINESS.' 



ea. 



b/(f 



STRANGE MYSTERIES 



NOW, /MISS BROWN, SUPPOSE 
»* ^ VOU TELL ME YOUR PROBLEM. 
f INSIDE-. { I'M ALWAV& GLAD TO HELP. 



y-youR ap, dr. mordyke J 
you s-said you helpso 

PEOPLE DIE. WAS IT A 
JOKE? 



A JOKE? IT MIGHT BE. MISS 
BROWN/ IT MIGHT BE A 
CTLfeVER ADVERTISING STUNT.' 
AGAIN — IT MIGHT NOT 86' 



vk 



c 






I HOPED IT WASN'T, 

DR. mordyke! you 
SEE— I REALLY 
WANT TO PIE ! ONLY 
I HAVEN'T THE 
COURAGE — ALONE/ 
^?-~ 



X THINK I SEE.' 
YOU HAVE LOST A 
LOVED ONE, NO 
DOUBT.' THAT IS 
VERY COMMON/ 



^ 



!> 



.'»♦ •' 



>'i. 






I THINK YOU /MEAN IT MY 
OSAKl BUT REMEMBER — THIS 
IS A MENTAL HOME ALSO.' THE 
'POLICE REGARD MY AP AS MERELY 
CLEVER, IP UNETHICAL.' THEY WOULD 
NOT BELIEVE ANYTHING YOU 
MIGHT TELL THEM ABOUT ME 5 ! >*X — X 

DON'T 
WANT ANYTHING 
TO DO WITH THE 
POLICE' 




YES, MY 
VOU SEE— IT IS \J HUSBAND'S 
VERY EXPENSIVE.' p INSURANCE.' 
YOU HAVE PLENTY /TEN THOUSAND 
OP MONEY? J DOLLARS] YOU 
CAN HAVE ALL 
OP IT! 

■ 



W 



STRANGE MYSTERIES 



#55 



AfY TH/RO PAY AT 
VILLA MOROYKB/aHO 
0A. MOf&yM£ SAID I 
4SOUL0 MiA/QLG W/TU 
TW£ owe*. GUESTS 
TODAY/ 





I UHAT AFTERNOON 
CATHY MAKES A 
fFAIENO... r?» 




MYSTSttES 




IFrtAT NIGHT 
AS CATHY IS 
UNABLE 7© 
SLEEP ~ 






CATHY 



HWO/Va 




^THERE IS MUCH TO LIVE 
POP, MY PAPLWG.' MAHY 
YEARS OP HAPP//VESS 
UE AHEAP EVA YOU/ 
LEAVE TH/S PLACE 
A/OH// TO/V/GHT/ 
A/OH/ GOODBYE/ 






STRANGE MYSTERIES 




. MYSTERIES 



I'VE CHANGED A*Y 
/MIND, TOO, DARLING.' 
X WANT YOU — NOT 
DEATH ! IF YOU'LL 
HAVE /ME! 



yeS/ johnny! 

ONLY GET US \A 
OUT OF THIS 
HORRIBLE 
PLACE! 



WE'LL BE ALL 
)OON...7 I'M SO "— ^f RIGHT! NO 

FRIGHTENePj SIGN OF \§ 
JOHNNY. — td MORDYKE 
OR HI© 
GUARDS , 

yet)- ^ t m 



i) -s" 



HAHJ I 
THOUGHT 
SO] 






LUCKILY NOBODY 
PAYS MUCH ATTENTION 

'TO SHOTS AROUND HERE! 

F NOW YOU W/LL GET 
.WHAT YOU CAME POR! 



/ 



IHEN... 



TOM! 






>«&! 



YOU £AN'T KILL. ME, DOCTOR.' THE 
ENEMY PJD THAT LONG AGO J 

BUT I £AN KILL VO^// 

VOU'RE NOT 
REAL ! YOU *TAN'T 
BE ! THIS IS A 
TRICK/ 






STRANGE MYSTERIES 






es 



Qua, . . . IklilL 

9*t tke £A<hv £u4*neU 
0«p Your Own Chain o( 
PUPPET THEATRES with 
more than 100 moving parts 
(hat make up all the char- 
acters that plav in the 

FOUR bk; shows. 



"The Greot Bonk Rob- 
bery", stornng Hoppy 

•be Cowboy. 

Rudolph, The Red Nosed 
Reindeer," with Scnto 
Clous ond the "Rudolph 
Fomily." 

"A Doy At The Form", 
with Peter the Pig, Myrtle 
the Cow and Tongles the 
Dog. 

"A Doy At The Circus." 
starring Clarence the 
Clown, the Ringmaster, 
and Tommy the Jiger. 




-q^y 





For all whose 
hearts are young. 

The tour -tories that form the 
basis of each play will hold you 
spellbound with absorbing in- 
terest. Each show has complete 
instructions with illustrations 
for setting up each of the FOUR 
Television Puppet Theatres. 
You need ^nly one hand to op- 
erate a puppet, so plan your 
shows with two puppets on the 
stage at a time. By manipulating 
the control sticks you can make 
your puppets walk, dance and do 
many humorous and exciting 
things. _ 

You get All FOUR 
Shows for only $1-98 




Happy. Hilarious Fun for 
everyone. All beautifully 
colored front and back — 
You are the Stage Manager 
creating roars of laughter 
at the life-like antics of the 
animals, cowbo ys and ln- 
dians. 




nun; nun 

hings. A 



I/MAIIs this coupon^today 



J0LOLA SALES. 

In Canada 238? DUNDAS ST W TORONTO ONT. 

In U.S.A i-* BOX 496 8UFFA10 NY. 

□ Ptease send me all Four Television Puppet .Theatres. H 

will pay Postmon $1.98 on delivery plus C.O.D. charges. 

IF not entirely satisfied I moy return them within 5 days 

for full refund. 



/ 



JOIOIA SALES 

In Canada 7387 DUNDAS ST. W. TORONTO 

la U.S.*. -» I0X 496 IUFFA10 NY. 



SEND NO 
MONEY! 



NAME __ 
ADDRESS 
CITY 



ST*!!" 

MOV. 



no*. 

□ If you remit $2.00 wf>h this coupon we will prepay all 
delivery charges. 



HOW! heavier, stronger, better! 

The Most Amazing 

TOOL SET EVER OFFERED! 

Six Handy Tools in 1 Compact Unit 



(a 



ACTUAJJ^ 
SIZE 8' 



1-liro-i) etowl 
h ■ m m • r with sure' 

grip knurled handle 

2-Nickel ♦ »••'«* 
pounding heed securely 
locked into shoft. 

3—S" screwdriver fer 
husky duty on 90s renge, 
lownmower, cars, 

4— 3" screwdriver fer 
electrical, leek repair. 

5— 2" screwdriver fer sew- 
ing machine, toaster, appli- 
ances. 

6— 1" screwdriver for eye- 
glasses, watch, radio. 

Mot a ^oy. . . 

A SET OF SIX FINE 
. PRECISION TOOLS! 

This omaxing 6-iH-l Tool Set gives you 
all the toels yeu need for hundreds of 
ftx-it-jobs . . but all you buy . . .all 
you carry, is iust ONE FEATHERWEIGHT 
HAMMER! Unscrew the handle, out pep 
four multi-purpose screwdrivers. Profes- 
sional tools, but complete set only 8 long. 
Rustproof. Perfect balance. Ideal for home, 
camper, spertsmon, lobbyist. Get yours 
now at sensational mail-order savings. 




>' 



Everybody's talking 
about IT! 



\ V\ 



MtW 



■ 



VvV 



SEND NO MONEY— Try at Our Risk 

Just M In. clip*, an* moil coupon. Oh arrival of 
your «-hvl Tool Set p*¥ postman only $125 plus 
COO. postage. M yen are not completely de- 
lighted, return for full refund_on ^urchas5__P^£. 



5 DAY FtUF. TRIAL OFFER 
JOLOLA SALES buf?alo\.y. 






MAIL COUPON NOW StND NO MONEY 



JOLOLA SALES, Box 496. Buffalo, N.Y. 

Send me C.O.D. ( I 6-in-l Tool 
Sets @ $1.25 each. I'll pay post- 
man on delivery plus postage 



NAME 



„. 



ADDRESS 
CITY __ 



STATE 



